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Walk Away in Silence 


Author's Notes: 

| was kinda confused whether to categorize this to a Joy Division or New Order fic, but | decided to go with JD 
because the main story of this was set in the JD days. My first fic here (I haven't written fanfics for years 
smh, | hope it's not that awful). Thanks for reading :) 


Bernard woke up in the cold morning of May 18, 2017. Since 37 years ago, this day had always been the hardest 
for him. There was always a certain tension; a pain that was permanently etched to his life. Every time of this 
day, Bernard, Hooky, Stephen, and Gillian would gather to visit lan's grave. Despite the issues among Hooky and 
New Order, this was the only day where they would put their troubles aside and unite for the sake of their 
beloved friend. 


He picked up his phone to call Stephen - an easier one to deal with compared to Hooky. "Hey, Steve," he 
murmured groggily. "You know. Today. What time can you go?" 


"10:00 AM will be nice. Gillian can't come, though, she has stuffs to do. Is that alright?" 


"Yeah, yeah, that's alright. Can you call Hooky?" 
"Sure. I'll see you later." 


Year after year, May IB got harder and harder to undergo. He thought time would heal his pain, but it 
enhanced it instead. He wasn't reminded by lan every single day; he was doing a good job in living his life - he 
didn't spend all his time dwelling over lan's death. But during May 18, all those regret, guilt, treasured memories 
that had become as painful as a dagger, crashed over him like waves, swallowing him entirely. He was the 
closest to lan compared to Hooky and Stephen, so he thought perhaps his friends wouldn't understand his 
feelings. 


With his heart sinking so low, Bernard reluctantly woke up from the bed and prepared to face one of his 
biggest fears. 


EK 
Love Wil Tear Us Apart was carved upon lan's tombstone. A song that had become Joy Division's most notable 
hit. In the end, love did tear lan apart. It was painful for Bernard every time he had to sing it with New Order 


and to stand where lan stood. 


"Is it cold down there, lan?" he whispered. "Does the afterlife really exist? Are you in a good place? Do you go 


to.. never mind about that, | know you'd go to heaven You're a good guy. And l'm not. 

"I let you die. It's been 37 years and | still regret why | couldn't do anything to save you. l'm so sorry. 

"But you are still loved, lan. Deeply. You know, a couple of years ago, they made a biopic of you. And it was so 
well crafted. The actor who played you hauntingly looked really like you. When | watched it for the first time, | 
was really taken aback for how he was the splitting image of you. He even managed to do your dance very 
well," he chuckled. 

"You may be dead for 37 years, but you will never be forgotten. Never. | won't let you. The fans won't let you. 
‘Sometimes | can feel you on the stage with us every time | sing any Joy Division song with New Order, 
especially ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart. Do you see what | see, lan? Do you see the sparks of joy and sadness in 
our fans' eyes as they sing along? My voice is bloody awful compared to you, but | hope it's adequate." 

/ can give you one more chance. 

Bernard turned around. He was looking for the source of the voice, but he was still alone. 


| can make you travel to the past fo save lan Curtis 


"What kind of nonsense you're talking about?" he said aloud. Am / hallucinating? he thought. 


Would you like fo prove it yourself? 

Gradually, the mysterious voice's offer began to tempt him. If there was a strange occurrence such as a 
sourceless sourd like that, perhaps an ewually strange phenomena such as going to the past might be possible. 
What damage would be done if this is indeed fraud, anyway? he thought. 

"Fine," he said. "Take me to the past." 

Very well What year do you want fo go to? 

"1980. May 17" 

After he said that, he suddenly felt extremely dizzy. His head was swirling so massively to the point he 
couldn't keep his balance. He fell with his head hitting lan's tombstone hardly, and his consciousness slipped 
away. 

*** 

Bernard woke up with something heavy on his stomach. A familiar feeling of an object he had been holding for 
more than 30 years - a guitar? He didn't remember bringing anything to lar's grave, so he opened his eyes to 


find out what the mysterious object was. 


It was a guitar, indeed. His first one. The one he used in his Joy Division days; the one that was already rusty 
and broken. And yet, the one that he held right now was as good as new. 


His heart leapt to his throat when he saw lan sitting beside him. 

"lan?" 

lan stared back at him, confused. "What?" 

He was as young as he remembered. It took him a while to realize he was in his parents’ house. He brought 
himself to a mirror to convince his assumption and there he was, back at being 23 years old. *I'm really going 
back to the past. This can't be happening.* 

‘lan, this might be a weird question, but what's the date today?" 


"May 17, 1980. Why? You've been acting weird since you woke up." 


Its real. This is my only chance fo save lan What do | do? What can | do? Can I bear this alone? Should | tell Hooky 
and Steve about it? But they won't believe. But what if l- 


"Bernard!" 


His thoughts were interrupted by lan's shout. "Mate, what happened to you?" he asked, a hint of panic in his 


voice. 

"lm... l'm alright. Just a little bit of hangover, | think" 

All these years, he thought he had forgotten lan's face; how he spoke; how the sorrow in his eyes was 
sublime yet evident, but it was all the same. lan was still what he remembered, the same ordinary bloke who 


was a stuming lyricist and singer; whose lyrics bore the untold pain in his heart. 


Bernard wasn't sure what to do as he was still drowning in the wave of panic, but thankfully he was sensible 


enough not to let lan alone for tonight. "Hey, would you sleep over at my place?" he asked. 

‘| can't, mate. l'm going to meet Debbie tonight" 

Debbie! She was the last person to see lan alive. He assumed she argued terribly with lan the night before he 
killed himself. Although she couldn't be blamed, whatever they were arguing about was enough to drive lan to 
hang himself. 

"Debbie will be fine. She can wait tomorrow. | want to work some songs with you, alright?" 


"No, Bernard, | have to meet my wife." 


"Please stay with me just for this day. Until tonight passes. Until the next morning passes. Don't meet Debbie. 
Please," he pleaded and pleaded, but none seemed to tempt lar's heart. 


"Bernard, what the helll? You're acting so strange-" 

"You're going to kill yourself!" 

Silence. It wasn't supposed to be said, but Bernard was beyond desperate. His time was very limited. 

"This doesn't make any sense, but please listen to me. | came from 37 years from now. You killed yourself on 
May 18, 1980. | was visiting your grave when | begged to go back to the past, to a day before you killed 
yourself.. and | dial A strange force sent me here. | couldn't believe it either. But whatever it was, it wanted 
me to stop you from killing yourself. | want you not to kill yourself. 

"We were all devastated, lan We still are. Please." 

Yet another stern silence. Then lan said, "Are you high?" But his voice was smothered with doubt. In his heart, 


he believed Bernard. Seeds of suicidal behaviors were already within him. He had tried to kill himself multiple 


times, so, what Bernard said did make sense. 


"lan," Bernard sighed, exasperated. "| can't lose you twice." 

"Does anyone else know?" 

"No. No one's going to believe me anyway." 

"What does it matter to you? If | don't proceed to kill myself, what impact will it bring?" 

"Everything," Bernard said. "After you died, we were lost. We weren't mentally ready to start over, but we did 
anyway, because making music was the only way we made ends meet. But we couldn't play any Joy Division for 
more than I0 years. When | finally had the guts to sing ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart, | was very heartbroken. | 
was standing where | shouldn't be. | didn't deserve your place. | wasn't good enough. And most importantly." he 
paused, then softly said, "You can't be replaced." 

"But what about my epilepsy?" 

"Technology was moving fast, | swear. Soon enough, they would find a way to treat you. You'll be okay." 

lan wanted to believe him. He was from the future, after all, if what he said was true. These days were tough 
for him - epilepsy, depression, Annik, Debbie - but they weren't worth to die for. According to Bernard, all 
those troubles would unravel themselves and he would eventually rediscover his will to live. 

But... 


"lm sorry.” 


lan ran towards the door. Bernard tried to catch up, but he was a second slower than him. lan's fingers 


already reached the knob when the tip of Bernard's fingers touched his back 


"If it's my fate, so be it. | believe in you, but | don't believe in myself. l'm not sure I'm brave enough to keep 


living," he said before he walked out of the door swiftly. 


"lanl" he screamed at the top of his lungs, running towards him, but he was already miles ahead. He kept 
running, but the more he ran, the farther lan was. He kept screaming, but his voice didn't seem to never 
reach him. But he didn't give up. He wouldn't let lan die again. His legs ached, but eventually they brought him 


to lan's house. 
"lan! Open the door, please. lan!" He rattled the door, but it was locked Through the window, two shadowy 
figures could be seen. Debbie. She was already there. "Debbie!" he screamed. One of the shadows showed a 


movement. "Yes, l'm talking to you! Leave lan alone, you hear me? Leave him alone!" 


The shadow disappeared from the window and headed to the door. Debbie opened the door, her face painted 


with tension. "Bernard, what's wrong?" 


You're going to drive lan to kill himself, that's what's wrong! No matter how loud that thought screamed, he could 


never say it out loud. 


Would a blatant approach work this time? Would she believe him? Or should he take her away from lan, 


regardless of the way? Or should he try to convince lan once more? 
What should | do? What should | do? What should | do? 
"Bernard, if you don't have anything to-" 


Bernard grabbed her by the wrist and ran lan was shouting their names - a voice that got left behind as 
Bernard ran faster and faster aimlessly. Run Just run Take Debbie away from lan as far as possible. 


Debbie pulled her wrist and angrily said, "Bernard! What the hell is this all about?" 


"Deb, lan is going to kill himself because of you." He never meant to say it out loud. But he was distraught. He 
was tired of convincing everyone that lan would take a drastic step. No one could be blamed since what he said 


barely made any sense, indeed, but he just wished this was easier. 
"Wow. That's a very cruel accusation," she said. 


"l'm serious! | came from the future where lan had killed himself at this very night. Tonight! Please believe 


me. 


But she didn't. No one did. But Bernard insisted. "Come on. You know it's never a good decision to confront 
anyone when you're furious. Just wait until tomorrow morning, alright? No harm would be done if you wait for 


just a couple of hours." 


Debbie's expression softened a bit. She realized that Bernard was right. It was best to calm herself down 


before she faced lan. "Fine," she said. "I'll go home." 


Bernard gave her a quick hug and murmured "Thank you" over and over again. /ve made it! Ive saved lan! Just 
to be sure, though, he walked to lan's house to convince him that everything was going to be alright. He ran 
with joy filling his heart, knowing that with lan being alive, his own life, Hooky's, Stephen's, and everyone's would 
change for the better. New Order might not exist, yes, but it was worth the life of lan 


The door of lan's house was unlocked. He came in excitedly, but his smile instantly turned into an expression of 


terror as he saw lan's feet floating above the ground, his body hanging upon the ceiling. 


His mind swam in disbelief. Why? And then he realized he was wrong. All this time, he always thought Debbie 


was the one who drove lan to kill himself. Even after 37 years, he still possessed a lingering hatred towards 


her. But it wasn't just her. lan's head was always clouded with complex depression. Getting rid of one issue 
didn't solve the whole problem. He wasn't supposed to eliminate lan's problems from without; he was supposed 


to help lan from within. 


He reached out to lower lan's body, hoping perhaps, perhaps there was still a trace of life in him. He put his 
fingers upon lan's cold neck. Silence. He should've called the police, but his knees - no, his entire body - shook 


madly. He couldn't believe he lost him again. He failed him again 


He realized, then, that no matter how many chances he was offered, he would always be blind enough to let 
death seize lan. Just take me back fo 2017. Or take my life instead of lan's. Whatever. | dont fucking know 


anym ore. 


He closed his eyes and tears started to stream down his cheeks. He couldn't grasp the fact that he saw lan's 
death right before his very eyes. It was even more devastating than his first death. Just get me out of here. 
Please, please. 


Slowly, the darkness consumed him further, leaving him unconscious. 


* * * 


A familiar voice of someone calling Bernard's name was heard over and over again. Bernard woke up to see 


Stephen and Hooky on the right side of his bed. Bed? Where am P 
"What happened to me?" he asked. 
"You passed out next to lan's tombstone, remember? Your head was hit pretty badly," Stephen said. 


He was back! But had the history changed? Even so, what did it matter anyway? lan was still dead. "Steve, do 


you remember who found lan‘s body?" he asked. 


Stephen looked confused, nonetheless he answered, "You did. And honestly, | don't think it's good to bring that 


back again. You were very shocked and depressed for the next couple of years since that day." 


His stomach dropped. It was real. He did change the history. He should've used that opportunity properly. A 
part of him thought that maybe he wasn't trying hard enough to help lan because he didn't believe it was real; 
that it was merely a dream. But it was real, somehow. He knew no amount of regret would give him a third 


chance or bring lan back, yet he still let devastation swallow him whole. 


"Right," he mumbled. The sorrow was too strong to bear and he began to cry in front of them. He was 
embarrassed, but he couldn't cope in silence anymore. Maybe he should've told Stephen and Hooky. Maybe they 
would believe it. Maybe he should never take the offer at all. Maybe he should've killed himself too. A million 


"maybe"s were running in his head. 


‘lm sorry. Please leave me alone," he said shakily. And so Stephen and Hooky did. They were the witnesses of 
how broken Bernard was 37 years ago, and they didn’t believe he reacted the same way again after all these 
years. Odd, but he couldn't be blamed. They sat on the chair beside his room, and yet his cry still echoed 
loudly. 


lan, you might never be saved, and its all my fault alone. Its okay. | will forever carry the blame alone, he 
thought. And / will never let you fade from my heart, or Stephens, or Hooky’s. | will let you live on as long as | 


Ive. | hope youre proud of me. 


A world where lan Curtis no longer alive was always hard. Bernard had been through it for 37 years, and yet 
the pain barely receded — it got stronger, even And now, for the history had changed, the death of lan had 
become very fresh for him. The wound returned to its initial form, and he had to deal with it again, undergoing 


another years where May IB would always drag him down to his lowest. 


He had been blaming others for lan's death along. It was time to blame himself. 


